58                    LETTERS TO AN UNKNOWN

XLII.

January, 1843.

I AM not surprised that you learned Ger-
man so quickly; you possess the genius of
that language, for you write in French
phrases worthy of John Paul. You say, for
example, lt My malady is an impression of
happiness which is almost a suffering/' In
prose this means, I hope: " I am cured and
was not very ill.''

You were speaking the other day of a sur-
prise which you would make to me. Frank-
ly, how do you want me to believe you ?
All that you can do is to yield when you
have reached the end of your bad reasons
not to yield. But how could you invent a
gift when your genius is to refuse ? I am
very sure, for example, that you will never
imagine a day for us to go out walking.
Will you have Monday or Tuesday ? The
sky fills me with anxiety; I rely, however,
on my good demon, as the Greeks say.
Good-by; do not have second thoughts, and
give me a place in your first thoughts.his effort for a
